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ness and let it go back to its pool to the joy of two
of the party.
So they went on with the walk and the talk,
Marie wearing her startling crown, till they
reached the road again and their bicycles.
In mid-August, having gone round Paris by far
woodland ways, they came to Chantilly in the
north, a town buried in immense forests, where
nowadays racehorses always peep at passers-by
from their lordly stables. Marie and Pierre were
due to join the family at a farm in the woods
called "La Biche," or The Hind. There they
found Bronia, Casiniir and baby Helene, whom
everyone called Lou; Grannie Dluska, Professor
Sklodovski and Hela.
A farm in those woods has a charm of its own;
never a sound comes near except the barking of a
dog, the snapping of a branch, a woodman's dis-
tant axe against a tree-trunk, a hasty flutter of a
startled pheasant or the skurry of a hare. Every-
where, as far as a man can walk or an eye can see,
is an invitation to come in May, for the earth is
hidden under the yellow, withering leaves of
lilies-of-the-valley.
Inside the farm they talked apace, and often
with Lou, who was beautiful, comic and gay and
three years old. Sometimes they talked of solemn
science with Professor Sklodovski and some-
times of the mysteries of bringing up children*
Sometimes they discussed medicine and politics
with Pierre's father and mother, who came from
Sccaux ou visits. France is the land for great talk*